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of low patent shoes peeping under the wide bottom
of trousers cut straight from the same stuff as the gos-
samer coat, completed a figure recalling, with its sash,
a pirate chief of romance, and at the same time the
elegance of a slightly bald dandy indulging, in seclusion,
a taste for unorthodox costume.

It was his evening get-up. The proper time for
the Sofala to arrive at Batu Beru was an hour before
sunset, and he looked picturesque, and somehow quite
correct, too, walking at the water's edge on the back-
ground of grass slope crowned with a low, long bungalow
with an immensely steep roof of palm thatch, and clad
to the eaves in flowering creepers. "While the Sofala
was being made fast he strolled in the shade of the few
trees left near the landing-place, waiting till he could go
on board. Her white men were not of his kind. The
old Sultan (though his wistful invasions were a nuisance)
was really much more acceptable to his fastidious taste.
But still they were white; the periodical visits of the
ship made a break in the well-filled sameness of the day
without disturbing his privacy. Moreover, they were
necessary from a business point of view; and through
a strain of preciseness in his nature he was irritated when
she failed to appear at the appointed time.

The cause of the irregularity was too absurd, and
Massy, in his opinion, was a contemptible idiot. The
first time the Sofala reappeared under the new agree-
ment swinging out of the bend below, after he had al-
most given up all hope of ever seeing her again, he felt
so angry that he did not go down at once to the landing-
place. His servants had come running to him with the
news, and he had dragged a chair dose against the front
rail of the verandah, spread his elbows out, rested his
nhm on his hands, and went on glaring at her fixedly
while she was being made fast opposite his house. He